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Chapter One 


Author's Notes: 
This takes place in a bit of an alternate universe. The flashbacks never happened in real life, though this fic is 
inspired by a true story of a near-death experience Eric Brittingham had when he got into a severe accident. 


He ended up in a coma for two days. 


| open my eyes and there's a breeze blowing in through the open window. I'm sitting upright, in my living room, 
on the sofa A bright summer day. With the air swelling a bit with the heat and hitting my face-just my face- 


as it enters. 

And | can't seem to move my legs. 

And my hands are palms-down on my jean-clad thighs. 

There are voices-whispers at first, then, louder than whispers..hushed out at the growing heat. | stare into 


the room, my house..the doors and windows thrust wide open, the water from the pool out back lapping, 


lapping..glistening.. Some sunshine streams in and clears out the dust from the kitchen 


What happened. 


| blink. The voices shudder and move away and when | open my eyes a nanosecond later, they're gone. Beeping- 
soft, mechanical and continuous..the microwave must have been left on. 


"Eric." 


One voice rings high, louder than the rest, in my ear. | try to turn my head towards the sound but it's gone 


again. 

"You're one sorry motherfucker, you know that?" It rushes back in, collides with my brain. 

"What?" | am catapulted backwards to a sound booth, with white-gray walls and peeling paint. What the hell 
just happened.” The feeling in my legs returns back to me, and | try to steady myself against the microphone 


stand in front of me.. What the fuck..? 


Tom flashes a smile up at me. "I said you're one sorry motherfucker. What the fuck were you doing, 


anyways?" 
"LI don't know.?," | answer honestly. 

"You lost your bass?" 

| glance down at my feet and the case in my hands. It's almost weightless. "I.1 dontt.hey, Tom." 


He looks young but tired as he rolls his eyes and turns to hand me his. "You're just lucky | brought it 
today..Andy* told me something was up with your bass. But | didn't know you lost it. Dude." 


This..this is just wrong..this happened years ago..what the fuck is going on? | try to reach my hand out to 
touch him.and suddenly | can't move again. "You knew it would have to happen of these days..You're just not 
careful, Eric." 

I'm back again, staring at the blank TV screen in the living room, frozen in my own damn skin. 

And l'm afraid. 


This isn't natural. Where the fuck am |, no where am |, really? 


My mind is in circles. Can't even put thoughts together right. The voices on the wall keep whispering, become 


clearer as time passes..or | suppose it does. If | could just reach out, touch them.. 


| squeeze my eyes shut again and concentrate. Move, dammit, move.. 


"Shh baby, Its okay.” 

A hand strokes my forehead. 

"I know how much he means to you." 

| open my eyes and l'm staring down at a hole in the ground. | smell the stench of the freshly dug dirt that 
hasn't yet covered a little cardboard box. The name on the rock above it, etched in white chalk, is " Skeets*". | 
push away some tears with my fist. lim crying..? 

"But you know, you'll be able to see each other again someday. Death isn't as permanent as you might think-it 
only separates us for a little while, baby." Blonde hair tangles into my hand, which, like the rest of me, is 
smaller, rounder and shorter. | stare up at the beautiful blonde holding me in her arms. "But | know it still 
hurts...” 

Mom? 

"What is it, honey?" 

| blink. Had she heard me? 


"| just..." 


This is unreal. Get me the fuck out of here. | back up, out of her arms, away from the little grave, away 
from the confusion. glance up at my house and bolt inside, gripping the door and busting it open 


Shit. 
| walk into a smoke-filled bar, laughter and ringing glasses melt together. 


So dark. 


"Hey! There's the birthday boy!" A hand waves above the crowd, spins down and pushes through the people. 


"Come on, dude..gimme a hand with this fucker, will ya?" 

The hand grasps mine. 

| wait for. don't know. Something. Like..the world to transform again, but nothing happens. The dream continues. 
Unless this isn't a dream. 


Maybe l'm dying. 


Reliving some of the shit from my past.. 
Wait. That doesn't make sense. 

Why would | be dying? 

Jeff looks up at me. "You okay, dude?" 

| blink. 


| don't know, Jeff. 


He shrugs and pushes a half-eaten sheet cake at me. "You were too slow gettin’ here man. Everybody already 


dug in.But happy fucking birthday anyways" 

| grab Jeff into a hug, 

| don't know why. 

But maybe it's because I've never hugged him before. What if | never get the chance to again? 

| can feel him pushing at me, laughing. "What the fuck, man Hay-hay.come on! What's all this about, huh?" 


| let off him and shrug. Its my fucking dream, right? Then | can do whatever | want. Including look fucking gay 
in front of all my best buds. 


Tom is waiting for me across the pool table. He invites me to a game with a small grin and a nod towards the 


pool sticks. 
"Are you going to let them do that?" 


Everything changes again, but this time | won't fight it. Maybe this is what | need to do. To remind me what 
makes life worth living, even the unhappy stuff. 


My hands are wet and warm, plunged down into hundreds of sopping bubbles. The snow is falling outside, and 


I'm staring out a thick wooden-framed window at my back yard. 
"They're going to catch a cold." 
My ex. 


Shit. Maybe | should have fought this one.. 


Lisa and Tammy* are bundled up in pink and blue, spread out making angels in the snow. | smile. My little 
angels. Of course there are times they act more like little devils.. 


"They've been out there for almost three hours. I've begged them to come in Now Eric are you going to stand 
up and be a father for once, or what? l'm tired of being the bad-guy here and." 


Her voice fades out with the falling snow. | just see my kids, and suddenly it seems life wouldn't mean much 
without them. I've always loved my daughters..maybe | wasn't always there..but..| wouldn't trade them for 
anything. 

At least in a way, | got to see them.one last time. 

| frown. 

Okay, now wait just a fucking second.. 

Why exactly is it that | think I'm dying? Why couldn't this randomness just all be a dream? Affer all, | know l'm 
not awake..But | know sure as fuck that if | was dead..or close to it, anyway, that | wouldn't be thinking nearly 
this..lucid. 

I'm back staring at the black TV again, in an instant. 

Perhaps | transported myself back here this time. 

Maybe I'm the one who's been doing the "transporting" all along. 

Once again, | can't move. Can't even turn my head. l'm paralyzed. In a dream. Why? 

| want to get up..to walk.there's got to be a way out of here.. 

Ok Eric. Chill, dude. Just.focus here a minute. 

Think. logically. 

Yeah fucking right.. 

Where am |? No, not my mind.my body? Where's that? 


What happened.” 


| close my eyes. 


Okay. There was the diner. Tom and | were..arguing about something.. 
About what? 
| wanted to leave.. 


| open my eyes again, when | realize suddenly that the voices have all stopped. The silence scares me more 
than the voices ever did. They've stopped talking. 


Do they think.. 

Do they think I'm dead..? 

What about that weird beep-beep..beep-beep..? 
That's still there. 

A little... 

No wait. It's quieter. 

Oh fuck. 

| really am dying. 

But how? What happened? 


My breathing jumps and | start shifting my body as best | can..l need to get out of here! | need to let them 


know.. 

Why..?! 

piece of shit truck of yours." 

One voice, now, strong and loud. And angry. 


" needed new tires. Hell, it needed new everything. Can't wait to see your face when you see how bad.lt's 


totaled" 
The truck.. 


"You fucking blew the whole thing out, didn't you." 


Did 1? 

ls.is that why I'm here? In this..state of.whatever the fuck it is? 
| crashed? 

Wait. | don't remember that: 

"You know, Eric, if you die I'm not coming to your funeral." 


Its Tom's voice. I'm not sure why it had taken me so long to realize that. He's pissed at me? For getting in an 


accident? Now wait just a fucking second, does that even make logical sense? 

Its okay, dude. It'll be alright. | dont want to leave you, either. 

My fingers itch, real bad. They tingle and then that turns into a burn. | can feel a hand around mine 
My hand. 

| must be coming back 

| take a few slow breaths and try to swallow. 

Can't 


| jolt upwards in the bed-there's plastic cords all around me and white light and dark faces-Someone holds me 


down as | choke. 
‘Careful, son. Take it easy. That tube's* in to help you breath. Just relax, easy..easy...” 


| swallow hard a few times and finally give up. The plastic in my throat is bumping up against everything- 


making it hard to breathe, let alone swallow. 

Instead, | slowly open my eyes and let all the colors drain in 

The guy who was holding me down is in a white lab coat. He moves away to look at a chart. 
| look to the right. 

A dark-haired head is peering down at me. 


| try a smile for Tom. 


Maybe then he won't be so fucking angry. 


Instead of the runaround | expected, something wet hits my cheeks and Tom dissolves into a high-pitched 


whiny sob. 

"Tom-Tom!" Jeff comes from behind as Tom's arms wrap around my shoulders and squeeze. | can't scream to 
save myself and thank god that Jeff is trying to peel him off of me-my only line of defense. "Tom-you're 
gonna fucking kill him-" 


The "beep-beep" of the machine is now a very rapid "BEEPBEEP" before Jeff finally is able to overpower Tom's 


grip on me. 
He is panting hard, clinging to Jeff, staring down at me. 


Jesus, | don't know what | look like but | imagine it to be about like Death warmed-over, to get a reaction like 


that out of him. 

"Well, dude, that was fast." Jeff steadies Tom and smiles. "Welcome back." 

‘Is it safe to come out now?" | hear a voice from under the bed. 

Jeff peers under and grins. "Yeah Fred. It's all good." 

A curly-haired head pops up on my right side. "Hey." 

| nod slowly-or at last, | think | nod-and turn my head back to Tom. 

Jeff lets him go and Tom slides down to my side, squeezing my hand again, this time a bit more *nicely*.. 
How long was | out? 

The light is blinding me. Fuck.. 

| notice suddenly that the room has gotten strangely quiet. Instinctively, | look at Tom out of the corner of my 
eye just in time to see him burst out bawling. His head hits my shoulder and within seconds my arm is soaked 


with his tears, his loud wailing sounds are muffled only slightly from the sheets. 


Jeff sees my distressed look and tries yanking Tom off me again.only to get knocked backwards into a coat 


rack. 
Fred, bewildered, stands at the foot of the bed, looking just about as lost as | am. 


"Dude, Tom," he says matter-of-factly, "Maybe it's time to take you home..." 


*Andy Johns, Producer for Cinderella's first two albums 

*Lisa and Tammy Brittingham, fictional names for Eric's real-life daughter(s?) 

*Skeets, Eric's AU pet hamster 

*In cases where a patient is put under or in a coma such that they require a breathing tube, when they 


awaken it causes them to choke due to the reflex of having such an intrusion of their system. 


